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aaah, Halloween—a time for guys to drink themselves senseless, for girls to 

dress as skimpily as possible, and for houses across America to be toilet- 
papered mercilessly. It’s also a time to sit around in the dark and tell scary stories. 
In keeping with this month’s political atmosphere, I'd like to share a tale with you 
all. Are you ready to hear one that will blow the headless horseman out of the water? 
Here it goes. 


Once upon a time, there was a democratic leader who was not elected by the 
people. During his term as leader, he raped his country’s constitution, ignored the 
wishes of his people, and violated 
the laws of the world government. 
Now comes the scary part: the 
people did NOTHING about it. 

Instead, they focused only on 
the issues that immediately and 
directly affected them, ignoring 
the long-term ramifications of 
their leader’s actions around the 
world. They put millions of dollars 
into recalling an official who raised 
their taxes, but made no move to 
impeach a president who sent their 
children to war on a false basis, 
and is using $3.9 billion per 
month to do it. 

Now that the people are finally coming to their senses and realizing what has 
been done right under their noses, it’s too late. The United States is hopelessly 
wrapped up in Iraq with no intention of disentangling itself any time soon. The 
Bush administration is too far gone to listen to reason at this point, despite the 
imploration of every major member of the United Nations. As a result, Americans 
are resented and feared by nations around the world. 


Arrrr! Nice to meet you, Mr. Bones. 


This may not be the kind of ghost story we were used to hearing as kids, but it 
sure scares the hell out of me. 


On that note — Happy Halloween! 


Mandy Wright, scurvy pirate and editor in chief 
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What’s the rush? 


A little insight into the 
reason thousands of 
CSULB students go 


Greek. 
ByJeff Overley 


Get rid of the 
Gray 


Sunny California might 
be a little Gray right now, 
but there may be a silver 
lining. 

By Scott Boardman 


10 Halloween for 


dummies 


If you don’t know jack 
about lanterns, you're not 
alone. Halloween help is 


on the way. 
By Lauren Nelson 
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Editor’s letter 
Calendar 


Can you dig it? 


Reviews on CDs, movies, 
and more. 


Fiction: 

Dig this 

Featuring new talent on 
the creative writing scene. 


Dig Prospects 


Every student has a story 
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WHAT’S THE RUSH? 


By Jeff Overley 


unusual haste 


rush (rush) vi., vt. 1. To move, push, drive, etc. swiftly or impetuously 
2. To make a sudden attack (on) 3.To pass, go, send, act, do, etc. with 


here is a time at the beginning of each semester 

when fraternities and sororities recruit and en- 
list new members, a period commonly known as “rush 
week.” Interestingly, none of the people doing the 
recruiting and enlisting seem to know where the term 
“rush” comes from, or what exactly it is supposed to 
mean. At best, they theorize that the word is intended 
to illustrate the frantic pace of a week filled with 
special events and new people to meet. 

Webster’s definition is probably correct, then; rush- 
ers are “moving swiftly, with unusual haste,” and 
back in the days that hazing was an accepted part of 
rushing, sudden attacks on them may have been quite 
common. For all its hustle and bustle, there is still 
some structure to rush week. 

There are 18 fraternities, 17 sororities and one 
coed fraternity active at Cal State Long Beach. They 
are divided almost equally among the Interfraternity 
Council for men, the National Panhellenic Confer- 


ence for women, the National Panhellenic Council of 
African-American fraternities and sororities and the 
Cultural Greek organizations. The first three organi- 
zations are known as the IFC, NPC and NPHC, 
respectively. 

An all-Greek information night was held for the 
first time on Sept. 9 to provide awareness on the 
multitude of fraternities and sororities. 

“The reason we did that is because the NPC does 
such a phenomenal job of getting the word out about 
their recruitment,” said Jeff Klaus, an assistant di- 
rector of student life and development. “We wanted to 
make sure that all the women at Cal State Long Beach 
knew they had other options.” 

The NPC’s rush week process differs from the 
other three Greek divisions in that the sororities of 
the NPC operate collectively during recruitment. This 
year, 23 members served as Rho Gammas, or guides, 
who disaffiliated from their respective chapters to 


ri 
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assist 245 prospective members as they 
visited the six participating sororities dur- 
ing the week. 

After an information night, the NPC 
recruits spent five days traveling to differ- 
ent chapters. Each day, they ranked the 
houses and the houses ranked them, and 
throughout the week the women and chap- 
ters narrowed down their picks before for- 
mal invitations, or “bids,” were given. 

“The process is set up so that while 
every girl may not get her first pick, they 
will all get one of their top picks,” said Sam 
Lingrosso, coordinator of 
student life and develop- 
ment for Greek affairs. 
The week involved almost 40 
hours of activities. That, coupled with 
other unique qualities of sorority life, 
usually causes a few prospects to 
back out. 

“Some girls, they go through the 
process and decide ‘This isn’t for 
me.’ But overall, most of them end 
up joining a house,” said Kari 
Schneider, vice president of NPC recruit- 
ment. 

While the other fraternity divisions pool 
financial resources for advertising pur- 
poses, they do not use a centralized appli- 
cation like the NPC, and each individual 
chapter has its own particular rush week 
activities. 

“Each [fraternity and sorority] puts on 
its own events for the week under some 
pretty loose guidelines,” Lingrosso said. 
“The chapters basically need to rely on 
being creative to be able to attract mem- 
bers to their own house.” 

Among the activities listed in the rush 
schedules of the IFC and Cultural Greeks 
were casino nights, roller-skating, barbe- 
cues, bonfires, bowling and karaoke. 


Some groups have a hard time because 
they are not officially recognized by CSULB, 
and so they are not allowed to recruit from 
the tables that are set up at Upper Campus 
during spring rush week. “We can’t have a 
table, so it’s really hard,” said Nayeli 
Placentia, president of the multicultural 
sorority Sigma Theta Psi. “All we can do is 
pass out flyers.” 

Another recruiting hurdle the NPHC 
and the Cultural Greeks face is that, un- 
like the IFC and NPC, they do not have 
chapter houses in which members can live 
(and party). 

One thing that is no longer supposed 
to deter new recruits is the specter of 
being hazed. Due to an array of tragic 
incidents across the country involving 
alcohol poisoning, pranks gone awry and 
the like, hazing “pledges,” 


members. “A lot of people graduate with a 
stale college experience,” he said. “Hitting 
the books isn’t the only thing that’s going 
to get you by in life. One of our main things 
is to promote leadership. We try to teach 
that leaders give, they don’t just give or- 
ders.” 

Just meeting new people may be an- 
other benefit. “[Our sorority], since it’s 
multicultural, and since on campus there’s 
always segregation, is an opportunity to 
not just stay within your own cultural 
background,” Placentia said. 

“People say, ‘You’re buying your 
friends, but you make friends on your 
own,” Stone said. “Guys aren’t going to 
hang out with you just because you pay the 
membership dues.” 

The prospect of membership fees is 


as new recruits were for- 
merly referred to, is illegal 
in 42 states, including Cali- 
fornia. California defines 
hazing as “any method of 
initiation ... which causes, 
or is likely to cause, bodily 
danger, physical harm, or 
personal degradation or dis- 


“it sa 


lot more than getting 


drunk and trying to hit on 
chicks. 


99 


— Jason Stone,Theta Chi 


grace.” In fact, allrush week 
activities now must be completely “dry” 
(alcohol free). 

Most fraternity members denied that 
they ever engage in hazing. “Now it’s about 
a teaching experience [instead of hazing],” 
said Oliver Panopio, the rush week chair- 
man for Zeta Phi Rho. “We give a lot of 
lessons in ethics. We test new members on 
what they learn at [house] meetings.” 

“No, we don’t haze,” said Christine 
Grover, vice president representative for 
Lambda Sigma Gamma. “We just try to 
teach responsibility.” 

One stu- 


The specter of being hazed is no longer 
supposed to deter new recruits. 


dent, who re- 
quested ano- 
nymity for 
himself and 
his frater- 


These organizations have a more diffi- 
cult time finding recruits than the NPC 
because each individual chapter is respon- 
sible for finding its own recruits and must 
rely heavily on word of mouth to entice new 
members, Lingrosso said. Additionally, the 
diversity of CSULB and the huge student 
population makes it hard to reach out to 
every student, he said. The heterogenity of 
CSULB’s students is, however, where the 
cultural groups find their niche. They are 
either multicultural, ethnically orientated 
(i.e. Asian-American) or sexually focused 
(gay/bisexual/transgender). 


nity, painted 
amuch differ- 
ent picture —one that certainly violates the 
aforementioned education code prohibit- 
ing hazing. “Everybody hazes — everybody. 
I even heard that the girls haze,” he said. 
Whether or not the days of forced 
double-digit beer bongs, ass-paddling and 
general humiliation are gone, Greek life 
may be a rewarding experience. “It’s a lot 
more than getting drunk and trying to hit 
on chicks,” said Jason Stone of Theta Chi. 
“We focus on the business environment; 
we're trying to enhance our careers.” 
Panopio expounded on the personal 
growth that fraternities create for their 


perhaps the biggest obstacle to joining 
the Greeks. According the NPC recruit- 
ment guide, sororities have an average 
one-time fee of $357 and dues of $120 to 
$130 for six to 10 months a year. None of 
these charges include rent; a member 
who wishes to live at the chapter house 
must pay between $210 and $450 a month, 
depending on the sorority to which she 
belongs. A rewarding experience perhaps, 
but not a cheap one. 

But truth be told, there is more than 
camaraderie and partying that bestows 
value on the fraternity experience. All NPC 
sororities have an official philanthropy to 
which they contribute. Among them are 
arthritis and cancer research, aid to the 
visually and hearing impaired, and envi- 
ronmental work. 

The other Greek organizations per- 
form community service as well. Jason 
Stone said that Theta Chi will be taking 
part in beach cleanups and blood drives 
this year, and will also be helping to 
paint a children’s hospital with the Delta 
Beta sorority. 

What, then, should be the final defini- 
tion of rushing? It seems that rushing is 
the commitment a student makes to fur- 
thering their college experience and help- 
ing out their community and the less fortu- 
nate. And maybe, depending on whom you 
believe, winding up naked, drunk and alone 
in the middle of nowhere fj] 
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The recall question has 
California voters struggling to 
find adequate representation in 
the state’s top public office. A 
look at the Davis record to date 
may provide answers. 


By Scott Boardman 
lilustration by Mitchell Byrd 


he strikes against Davis are numerous; it _ tion license fee, which started on Oct. 1, 2003. 
all seemed to begin with the excessive This new bill easily triples what drivers would 
state spending andthe energyshortage.Noone normally spend on annual car registration in an 
will soon forget the summer and fall of 2002 attempt to help relieve California’s plummeting 


when the state was experiencing rolling black- $38 billion deficit. 

outs almost daily, and the recent 30 percent As bad as these bills might sound, let’s exam- 

tuition increase left a bad taste in California ine the alternative choices for governor. Do the 

college students’ mouths. However, the scari- candidates viewpoints differ that much from | 
est hike of all is the new vehicle registra- Davis’? 


— | 


7? 
Zine amine. i! 


us cae UTS ME EIN 


oA 


The various Web sites supporting 
Arnold Schwarzenegger are calling the 
past four years with Davis in office 
“The Davis Disaster,” and are 
promising to “clean house,” when 
they get to Sacramento. How- 
ever, being the most liberal re- 
publican on the ballot, 
Schwarzenegger’s views on a 
woman’s right to choose, 
health care, education and 
discrimination laws donot 
stray much from Davis’ 
views. 

Although Cruz 
Bustamante, lieu- 
tenant governor, 
is running 

against Davis, 

he is still tell- 
ing California 
to vote no on 
the recall. 

Calling his 
campaign 

“Tough love for 
California,” he prom- 
ises to lower the car tax, 
and lower community college fees 
while raising taxes on tobacco and alco- 
hol. 

But when in office, how will 
Schwarzenegger or Bustamante try and 
solve the deficit? Currently it is hard to 
find someone who agrees with raising 

the tuition for school or car registra- 
tion, but where else is the money 

going to come from? Is raising taxes 
on tobacco and al- 
cohol really going 
to resolve a $38 


billion deficit? 

However, with all the bad press, it 
seems all the more pertinent to recap on 
some of the more successful things Davis 
has done to aid California’s progress. Many 
say “too little, too late.” Nevertheless a 
look back at some of the positive changes 
brought about by Davis just might change 
a vote. 

Possibly the most commendable thing 
about Davis is that during his time in 
office he has passed more bills in an effort 
to crack down on hate crimes, discrimina- 
tion and harassment than any other gov- 
ernor in California history. 

Before Davis, California hate crime 
laws did not protect hate-motivated crimes 
against people based on their national 
origin or sexual orientation. Davis also 
passed the California Student Safety and 
Violence Prevention Act, prohibiting ha- 
rassment and discrimination of students 
in state funded schools on the basis of 
sexual orientation. 

Securely establishing on-the-job rights 
of Californians with disabilities was a bill 
that Davis worked hard to pass. He felt it 
was necessary to have this bill to protect 
the disabled against possible discrimina- 
tion. 

Davis has always been an advocate for 
fair and equal treatment when it comes to 
housing and health care assistance re- 
gardless of sex, race, gender, social status 
or income. Keeping with his advocacy 
toward these goals, he has worked hard to 
ban housing discrimination based on 
household income. He has also invested 
over $88 million to help lower income 
families and seniors become homeowners. 
At present, more than 10,000 
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the Gray? 


families have become homeowners due to 
this program. 

The definition of a family in California 
has been debated many times while Davis 
has been in office. The rights of gays and 
lesbians have come under attack by many, 
yet Davis has worked vigorously to im- 
pose the right kinds of laws and pass bills 
that are fair and non-discriminatory. 

By Davis establishing the nations first 
statewide registry of domestic partner- 
ships, he won ample praise from the gay 
community for taking a step in the right 
direction towards fairness and acceptance. 
Davis also signed a bill on Sept. 19, 2003 
giving same-sex domestic partners exact 
basic rights equal to those that a hetero- 
sexual married couple has, with the ex- 
ception of filing joint taxes. 

Although it seems that Davis has of- 
ten taken two steps forward and three 
steps back during his time in office, Cali- 
fornians have to make a decision. Is all the 
previous work that Davis has done for the 
state is enough to keep him in office, or 
will we once and for all wash our hair of 
Davis and vote to get rid of the Gray? 

The election is fair game, and as scary 
as it sounds, anyone running could easily 
win with as little as 15 percent of the vote. 
Californians have to decide whom to trust 
with our money and the future of Califor- 
nia. The Hollywood actor might look good, 
but then again so does the adult film star 
and the porn king’s money. 

And now, after all the red lights this 
infamous recall election has gone through 
in the past three months, one has to ask 
what will unfold next in the California 
circus. 


Mon, 10/06 
6:00 pm Take Action Tour | 
@ House of Blues Sunset $ 
7:00 pm Sizzla/Turbulence @ Key Club 
7:30 pm Local Band Showcase 
@ Chain Reaction 
8:00 pm The Sounds @ Troubadour 
Tue, 10/07 
6:00 pm Take Action Tour 
@ House of Blues Sunset Strip 
6:30 pm Nile.kreator.vader @ Key Oe 
7:30 pm Abrasive Wheels 
@ Showcase Theatre 
7:30 pm Glasseater @ Chain Reaction 
8:00 pm Led Zepagain 
@ House of Blues Anaheim 
8:00 pm Lucky Dube @ Goach House 
8:00 pm The Mix @ Galaxy Theatre 
8:00 pm Nile @ Key Club : 
Wed, 10/08 
7:00 pm Sick of It All/the Unseen/Vans Off the. 
Wall Tour @ Glass House 
7:00 pm Take Action Tour 
@ House of Blues Anaheim 
7:30 pm Death On Wednesday 
@ Chain Reaction 
8:00 pm Pat Travers @ Coach House 
8:00 pm Poi Dog Pondering @ Troubadour 
9:00 pm Paul Weller 
@ House of Blues Sunset Strip 
Thu, 10/09 
7:00 pm Aterciopelados @ El Rey Theatre 
7:00 pm Depswa / Godhead @ Whisky 
7:30 pm Slow Coming Day @ Chain Reaction 
8:00 pm Carla Bozulich/Red Headed, Stranger 
@ Troubadour 
8:00 pm Lucky Dube @ Key Club 
8:00 pm Robben Ford @ Coach House ~ 
8:00 pm Shelby Lynne 
@ House of Blues Anaheim 
9:00 pm Paul Weller 
@ House of Blues,Sunset Strip 
Fri, 10/10 
7:00 pm Bouncing Souls. @ Troubadour 


7:30 pm The Blood Brothers @ Chain Reaction 


7:30 pm Marilyn Manson @ Greek Theatre 
8:00 pm David Wilcox @ Coach’House 
9:00 pm Me’shell Ndegeocello - Soulive 
@ House of Blues Sunset Strip i 
9:00 pm Peanut Butter Wolf/Madlib/Wildchild/ 
Dudley Perkins @ El i Theatre 
Sat, 10/11 : 
7:00 pm David Wilcox @ Key 
1 Ly pm Rick Braun @ La 


ie 30 pm Dave Koz and oF 
¢ Greek Theatre 


Rock Mexicano @ Shri 
8:00 pm gules & he 


7:30 pm Local Band Showcase 


8:00 pm Fleetwood Mac @ Staples Center 
8:00 pm OG Rocks @ House of Blues Anaheim 


9:00 pm Me’ shell Nacaee 
@ House of Blues Anahei 


oa Lynne 


:00 pm Rip ingtone and Huss Freeman 
_@ Thornton Winery 
pm Dwight Yoakam @El Rey Theatre... 
30 pm Bouncing’Souls @ Glass House __ 
7:30 pm Lyle:Lovett @ Greek Theatre 
8:00 pm. My Morning dacket @ so Theatre 
Mon; 10/13 _ 
7315 pm Raekwon a 

@ House of Blues Sunset Strip 


@ Chain Reaction 
8:00 pm Turin Brakes @ Troubadour _ 


Tue, 10/14 
7:30 pm B’z @ House of Blues Sunset Sie 


| 7:30 pm Xdeathstarx @ Chain Reaction 


8:00 pm Paul Weller, 
@ House of Blues Anaheim 
Wed, 10/15 


7:30 pm B’z @/House of Blues Sunset Strip. 


7:30 pm Eastern Youth @ Chain Reaction 
8:00 pm Clem Snide @ Troubadour 
8:00 pm Karl Densons Tiny Universe 
@ House of Blues Anaheim 
Thuy'10/16 
7:30 pm Brightlife @ Chain Reaction 
7:30 pm Fireball Ministry @ Troubadour 
7:30 pm Guided By Voices 
@ House of Blues Sunset Strip 
7:30 pm Hella @ Glass House 
8:00 pm Steve Poltz/Aj Croce/Tony Scalzo 
@ Coach House 
Fri, 10/17 
7:00 pm Bleeding Through/Sworn a 
@ Whisky 
7:30:pm Ambrosia @ Key Club 
7:30 pm Bad Credit @ Chain Reaction 
8:00 pm Cadillac Tramps 
@ House of Blues Anaheim 
8:00 pm Eek - a - Mouse @ Coach House 
8:00 pm Primus @ The Wiltern 
8:00 pm The Slackers @ Troubadour 


9:00 pm Galactic 


@ House of Blues Sunset Strip 

Sat, 10/18 

7:00 pm G3/Joe Satriani/Steve Vai/ 
Yngwie Malmsteen @ Greek Theatre 

7:00 pm Pistol Grip/God Awfuls . 
@ Glass House 

7:30 pm The Beautiful Mistake 
@ Chain Reaction 

8:00 pm Agent Orange @ Galaxy Theatre 

8:00 pm Billy Vera @ Coach House 
00 pm Bullet Theory/King Diamond W/ 
Entombed @ Key Club 


_ 8:00 pm Primus @ The Wiltern 
8:00 pm The Slackers @ Troubadour 


8:00 pm Y&T @ House of Blues Anaheim. 


| 8:00 pm Soul Position @ Roxy Theatre 
_ 730 pm Dog Fashion Diseg e Whisk 
| Wed,10/22 ~—C 
7:30 pm Just Calee @ key cl 
| 8:00 pm Jim Beam Live feat. ‘Tantric 


8:00 pm Phantom Planet @ Roxy Theatre 


_ 8:00 pm The Forces of Evil @ Galaxy Theatre 


Boot of Blues Sunset Strip 
7:30 pm Dogwood @ Chain Reaction 
8: oe pm King Diamond @ eaten. Theatre 


@ House of Blues Anaheim 


8:00 pm Rasputina @ Troubadour, 


_ 8:00 pm Uliimate Pro. Wrestling _ 1 


@' Galaxy Theatre 


Thu,,10/23 a 
6:30 pm Dropkick Murphys. i 
@ House of Blues Anaheim 


_ 7:00 pm One Side Zero’@ Whisky | | 


7:00 pm The Strokes @ Shrine Auditorium 


7:30 pm Jim Beam Live feat. Tantric 


@ House of Blues Sunset Strip 
8:00 pm Phantom Planet @ Roxy Theatre 
40:30 pm Dropkick Murphys 

@ House of a Arana 
Fri, 10/24 ie i 
7:00 pm Cure @ Glass Howes 
7:00 pm Kid Koala @’El Rey Theatre 
7:30 pm Give Up the;Ghost @ Chain Reaction 
7:30 pm Slightly Stoopid. 

@ House of Blues Sunset Strip 
7:30 pm Voodoo Glow Skulls @ Troubadour 
8:00 pm Candy Dulfer @ Coach House 
8:00 pm Mushroomhead @ Roxy Theatre 
8:00 pm The Tubes @ Galaxy Theatre 
9:00 pm Jonny Lang 

@, House of Blues Anaheim 
Sat, 10/25 
12:00 pm Drum Day 2003 

@ House of Blues,Anaheim 
7:00 pm The Almighty Grind/Linear a 

@ Whisky i 
7:00 pm Mariachi Spirit of Mexico i 

@ Greek Theatre 
7:30 pm Oingo Boingo Tribute Dead Men's s 

Parly @ Key Club 


8:00 pm My Ruin @ Troubadour 


8:00 pm Peter Frampton @ The Wiltern 


9:00 pm Kenny Lattimorevahd a Moor 
@ House of Blues oun 


on, 10/27 
7:30 pm Deftones @ The Wiltern 
8:00 pm Dri @ Key,,.@h 

8:00 pm Howis 


ulfer @ Key Club 


, 10/30 


8:00 pm Flogging Molly 
@ House of Blues Anaheim 


Fri, 10/31 

7:00 pm Queens of the Stone Age 
@ Greek Theatre 

7:00 pm Thin Lizzy/Klass X/the Drivers/ 
Rebellious Souls @ Ventura Theatre 

7:30 pm Further Seems Forever 
@ Chain Reaction 

8:00 pm Dead Man’s Party Oingo Boingo 
Tribute @ Galaxy Theatre 

8:00 pm Dread Zeppelin Halloween Patry 
@ Coach House 

8:00 pm Flogging Molly 
@ House of Blues Anaheim 


8:00 pm Los Angeles Philharmonic/ Mahler’s 
“Resurrection” @ Walt Disney Concert Hall 


Local | 


Carpenter Center 


October 06 

10:00 AM - 1:00 PM 
Worship Service 
October 08 and 09 
6:00 PM 

Faith Prince 
October 10 

8:00 PM - 10:00 PM 
Shaolin Warriors 
October 12 

2:00 PM - 4:00 PM 
Stellaluna 

October 17 and 18 


stryper @ House of Blues Anaheim 


7:30 pm Dynamite Boy @ Chain Reaction 


8:00 pm Los Angeles Philharmonic/ Mahler’s 
“Resurrection” @ Walt Disney Concert Hall 


“Hollyw 


562.983.7111 


Chain Reaction 
1652 W. Lincoln Ave. 
Anaheim, CA 
714.635.6067 


Coach House 

33157 Camino Capistrano 
San Juan Capistrano, CA 
949.496.8930 

El Rey Theater 

5515 Wilshire Blvd. 

Los Angeles, CA 
323.936.4790 

Galaxy 

3503 S. Harbor Blvd. 


Santa Ana, CA 
714.957.0600 / 714.957.1133 


Glass House 
200 W. Second St. 
Pomona, CA 
909.629.0377 


Greek Theatre 

2700 N. Vermont Ave 
Los Angeles, CA 90027 
323.665-1927 


House of Blues (2 locations) 
Anaheim 

1530 South Disneyland Drive 
Anaheim, CA 

714.778.BLUE 

Sunset Strip 

8430 Sunset Blvd. 

West Hollywood, CA 90069 
323.848.5100 


Key Club 


9039 Sunset Blvd. 
West Hollywood, CA 
310.786.1712 


f Vine St. 
ood, : 
323.46 
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2200 East Katella Ave. 
Anaheim, CA 
714.712.2700 


STAPLES Cent 
1111 S. Figueroa St 
Los Angeles,CA 900 
213.742.7340 


Thornton Winery 
32575 Rancho Californi 
Temecula,CA 92589 
909.699.0099 


Troubadour 
9081 Santa Monica Blvd. 
West Hollywood, CA 
310.276.6168 

Ventura Theatre 

26 S. Chestnut St. 
Ventura,CA 93001 
805.653.0721 
Vynyl 

1650 Schrader Blvd 
Hollywood, CA 
323.465.7449 


Walt Disney Concert 


By Lauren Nelson 
Photo by Mitchell Byrd 


ow that you're in college, do you 
think you are too much of an intel 
lectual to enjoy all the great ac- 
tivities that Halloween offers? Absolutely 
not. Now you have even more of an oppor- 
tunity to make this Oct. 31 truly terrifying. 
There are plenty of places to find cheap, 
scary, extravagant and unique costumes 
that will be a hit at the gruesome party 
you're going to throw in your dorm or 
apartment. If you want to get away from 
your study space for the evening, there are 
also plenty of venues that welcome any and 
all people for a night of festivities, fun and 
fright. 

With Long Beach at the epicenter of 
crazy trends and economically diverse 
people, there are plenty of places to buy 
or rent great costumes that won’t max 
out your credit cards or make your 
financial aid check vanish. Thrift 
stores and vintage shops are the 
best places to find fun and creative 

outfits. 
One easy and cheap ensemble 
is a decade costume. You can go 
toany thrift store and find clothes 
from eras past. Aaaah, the ’80s — 
a decade known for its 


stonewashed, tapered jeans. Get 
a funky baggy shirt and tie one 
end in a knot, and you will be 
stylin’. Don’t forget the L.A. 
Gear sneakers and teased hair! 


The ’80s are particularly fun, but any 
decade is easy to do. For a little more 
money you can get authentic attire on 
Fourth Street at Junipero Avenue, wherea 
whole block is dedicated to eclectic finds. 

Meow and La Bomba have ripe vintage 
clothing, hats, shoes and an endless collec- 
tion of accessories to make you stand out 
wherever you decide to spend the evening. 
The prices are a little higher than the 
average thrift store, but the Fourth Street 
experience will make up for the few extra 
dollars you might save otherwise. 

A great get-up doesn’t have to be expen- 
sive — it can be made out of virtually 
anything. Make a mask that will fit you 
perfectly simply by using paper mache. 
Put household objects and cheap paint 
from Big Lots! to use to give it a ghostly, 
grinning or idiotic look. A mask done well 
doesn’t need anything else. 

For those of you who want the work done 
for you, there are great places to buy, rent 
and pre-order costumes. Party City in the 
Long Beach Town Center sells complete adult 
and child costumes from $15 to $50. This is 
the best place to go if you are looking for a 
more conventional costume such as a witch, 
sailor or cartoon character. 

Halloween Adventure, located on Sec- 
ond Street, is a new store for costume 
freaks. If you want something scary and 
gross, this is the place to shop. Masks and 
wigs are featured items, along with gory 
accessories like fake fingers, bloody limbs 
and wearable toilets. This newcomer 

is a little pricey, but might 
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be worth it. 

Now that you have your threads picked 
out and you will surely win the costume 
contest, it’s time to decide where you will 
spend Halloween night. The best way to 
spend fright night is with fun people. Why 
not throw a party? 

You already have the basics for the 
perfect Halloween bash: a great costume, 
atmosphere, and best of all, friends and 
alcohol. All that’s left are the minor details 
and that’s nothing to fret over. Check out 
“How to throw a cheap and horrifying Hal- 
loween party” (see page 7) for a step-by- 
step guide for a time to remember. 

If the party idea just doesn’t go over 
well with the roomies, don’t just stay home 
and watch the Halloween specials on tele- 
vision. There are plenty of spooky and 
funky events happening all over Southern 
California, including on campus. 

As usual, The Nugget is going to have its 
annual costume party and concert to kick off 
the grand opening of the popular hangout. 
Also on campus, Program Council is spon- 
soring a Halloween party. Que Sera at Sev- 
enth Street and Cherry Avenue is throwing 
a Halloween bash for those 21 and over. 
Head over to sport your kickin’ costume and 
listen to some ’80s rock and morbid music. 

“It’s really cool,” says Leo Martinez, a 
veteran of the Que Sera party. “But it’s not 
meant for everyone because there are a lot 
of gothic people and crazy costumes. It’s 
kind of scary, but fun.” 

For an extreme night of festivities, West 
Hollywood is the place to be. Four blocks, 
starting at Santa Monica Boulevard, are 
blocked off to traffic for the outrageous event. 
Radio stations and live bands supply the 
music for people to dance all night long. This 
event, which starts at dusk and goes until 2 
a.m., also includes a costume competition, 
usually among Halloween fanatics who plan 
their costumes months in advance. Thisevent 
is all ages and admission is free, but parking 
is amadhouse so be prepared. 

No matter what kind of costume you 
conjure up or where you plan to spend Hal- 
loween night, just remember to go out and do 
something unforgettable. You can be yourself 

the other 364 days of the year. [Tj] 
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How to throw a cheap and horrifying 


ALLOWEECN PARTY 


- Candles — a bag of tea lights from Ikea can make any room 
eerie $6 

* Personalized gravestones (Two at $2.99 each) $6 

* Pumpkin and skeleton garlands $5 

* Orange and black balloons (20 count) $1.49 

+ 32 feet of artificial spider webs (a must have) $4 

: A plastic pumpkin bucket by the front door for people to drop 
their keys in when they arrive — the only kind of blood you want 
on your hands this Halloween is made of corn syrup. $1 

* Black lights 

* White Christmas lights collecting dust in your parents’ garage 
- Large cutouts of Janet Reno, Robert Blake and Michael 
Jackson 

- An old pot that can be used as a cauldron for witch’s brew 


Total: $23.49 


*If your budget allows, you can also buy cut off legs for $13 and 
severed hands for $5. Smoke machines are also great to rent if 
you're rolling in it, but a block of dry ice dropped in a bowl of 

warm water works just as well and costs a lot less. 


An apocalyptic soundtrack: 

Put on some old Marilyn Manson, White Zombie or 
Gwar CDs to get your guests’ stomachs churning 
and ears bleeding. 


Pumpkin carving (leave razor blades at 
home, please): 

Using a picture of your favorite gubernatorial 
candidate as a pattern, create a parade of jack-ass 
laterns. 


Witches brew: | 


* It doesn’t matter what you put in this...just make it POTENT. 
* Instead of traditional ice cubes, fill a few latex gloves with 
water and red food coloring and freeze overnight. Then, cut off 
the latex and drop the hands into the punch. It might taste a 
little rubbery, but hey, it looks cool! 


Apple bobbing: 
Add red food coloring to enhance the gross factor, 
and make sure the guy with the cold sore goes last. 


Potluck buffet: 
* You might want to organize this ahead of time so not every- 
one brings cold gravy or orange and black jello. 

* The bar area MUST be secure. 

* Make sure it is stable to support constant leaning and the 
occasional fall. 

* Keep all refreshments in plastic cups and bottles. Glass tends 
y,. to get messy. 

& * Keep “candy” dishes filled at all times! 
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Horror stories: 
Break out some old favorites, like the one about 
walking in on your parents’ version of Kama Sutra 


Pin the tail on Satan: 
Use your imagination with this 


one. 


Gag bags: 

+ Fill them with peeled grapes, fake spiders 
and shocking lighters and pass them out at 
the door as people leave, along with their 
keys if they’re fit to drive. 
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That’s All You’ll Ev 
A story by Rob Garza 
Illustration by Tim Hawkins 


It was our last night at the campground, 
and I'd been lying awake in my sleeping 
bag. GI-Joes, Transformers, and Melissa 
Huffington — this blue-eyed fifth grader 
— filled my thoughts. Somewhere in that 
world, a 10-year-old boy’s world, I heard a 
noise. It was on the other side of the 
campfire. That’s where two hours earlier 
Mom had been drinking rum straight from 
the bottle and telling everyone how much 
she loved “The Price Is Right.” The noise 
was Dad. I tried my best to look asleep as 
he crawled out of his sleeping bag, threw 
the last log on the fire and then left. 

“Dad,” I whispered. 

He didn’t reply. 

I don’t know why I followed, but that’s 
exactly what I did. Without hesitation, I 
slipped my jeans on and drifted into the 
woods behind him. 

The trail was small, and I thought I 
might get lost several times. Pines, ce- 
dars, and boulders surrounded me. But I 
wasn’t scared of the woods; I feared some- 
thing else. Dad wore a belt with a steel 
buckle in the shape of the Texas star. And 
he also had strong hands, factory hands 
from the assembly lines at the General 
Motors plant in Norman. I knew all about 
the belt and the heart-stopping rush that 
came from its bite. 

After a while, we came to a meadow 
that ran behind the boat slips. The field 
was empty except for a towering oak that 
grew near the water’s edge and a rotted 
tree stump that stood beside it. The stump 
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was black and burned from 
what Mom said had been a 
lightning strike. 

Slowly, Iedged my way 
forward, burying my body 
in the grass beside the trail. 
Dad’s silhouetted shape 
and the lake behind him 
glimmered in the moon- 
light. He sat on the stump 
and stared at the stars, rub- 
bing his hands together as 
if were cold, even though it 
wasn’t. Then he took a 
pack of Pall Malls out of 
his shirt pocket. He 
smoked, one after another. 
The wind blew across the 
lake, mixing the smell of 
water and grass and dirt. 
But Dad only smoked in 
the darkness. 

He didn’t make a noise, 
and neither did I. 

They’d been yelling and 
fighting in the weeks be- 
fore the camping trip. It 
was bad. One weekend Mom came home 
from Pratt’s with an extra box of cookies 
and one of those store made lemon pies — 
the kind we only got on Thanksgiving. It 
was an innocent thing. Dad had gotten a 
bonus check from the factory, and she 
expected the few hundred dollars would be 
in the bank. They weren’t. Dad needed to 
fix the transmission in his Chevy, and the 
rest went to beer and smokes at the Crim- 
son Tiger. The check bounced, and a little 
cream-colored envelope arrived in the mail. 
He called her a stupid bitch when he came 
home that night, holding the voided check 
up to the kitchen light. He told her she 
didn’t think straight and that she was a 
feeb, like the rest of her goddamned Mexi- 
can family. 

“Do you understand how hard I work?” 
he asked. 

She stared. 

“I work and work and work because I’m 
a man and you have to fucking eat.” 

She closed her eyes. 

“I know,” Mom said, “work and fuck, 
that’s all you ever do. Work and fuck me, 
work and fuck this family, work and...” 

He grabbed her arm. 

I was sitting at the dining room table, 
doing geography homework, when herhand 
slammed against the refrigerator. My base- 
ball magnets, which read “Moore Little 
League,” fell straight to the floor. Her 
wrist snapped. It sounded like a Louisville 
Slugger striking right between the seams. 
I didn’t care what the capital of India was 
or that there was a test in Mrs. Adkin’s 
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class tomorrow. All I cared about was that 
snap. And then he was staring at me and 
hollering that I had a room and should use 
it. He said I shouldn’t be a fucking snoop. 
He said a lot of things. Dad reached down 
and grabbed my arm—the same way he 
had with Mom. He threw me into my room. 

When the door slammed shut I heard a 
noise, but I didn’t pay attention. I only sat 
there on the wooden floor, staring at the 
light beneath the door. And then I turned 
to my left. Renee was in the corner next to 
the closet. She was curled up in a ball. My 
books were still in the kitchen, but it didn’t 
matter. I wasn’t going out there. The 
shouting hadn’t stopped, and besides 
Renee, Mom was crying now, too. Her sobs 
echoed from down the hall. 

I crawled over to my sister and nudged 
up beside her. “She’s okay,” I whispered. 
“They'll be going to the clinic in Midwest 
City. Dad will buy her flowers and take her 
to the steakhouse downtown.” 

“Why is he like this?” Renee asked. 

“T don’t know.” 

Renee grabbed my hand. “Is that all he 
does?” she asked. “Work and fuck?” 

The back of my neck felt warm. My 
fingers grew prickly. Is that all he does? 
Yes, I suddenly thought. He comes home in 
that dirt-smeared Chevy, wearing his jeans 
and that corduroy jacket — the one with a 
hole in the sleeve. He eats his food in the 
den. He drinks Pabst Blue Ribbon or 
Budweiser and watches baseball. And then 
he yells. He yells at the neighbors if they 
park too close to our driveway. He calls 
them niggers and coons. He yells at my 
mom for not answering the phone or for 
messing up the food or for nothing. He yells 
at Renee, screaming at her about the tooth- 
paste on the sink, the cereal on the counter, 
the friends that call late at night, for every- 
thing. And she cries because she’s 14 and 
overweight and has acne. The guys at 
school yell names at her, and her father 
does the same. I watch all of this, but it’s the 
same with me. He yells, his voice arching in 
the air before it drills into my head, piercing 
my thoughts. “Yes,” I wanted to say to my 
sister, “that’s all he does.” But she already 
knew. It was understood that the man who 
put food on the table and bought us Christ- 
mas presents was a monster. 

Sometime later, Dad finally stood up. 
He looked down at the rotted stump and 
then out toward the lake. After stretching 
his arms he reached under his shirt and 
grabbed something. I couldn’t make out 
what it was, even though I craned my head 
and narrowed my eyes. A beetle crawled 
on my left arm and it felt like there were 
ants on my legs. But I didn’t care because 
I felt something strange — inside of me. It 
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was what my dad held in his hands. I still 
couldn’t see it, but I could sense it. It was 
the same feeling I'd get when giving a 
speech in class or when I talked to Melissa 
Huffington behind the quad. That’s when 
I'd really feel it, staring into her face, being 
lost in her eyes. I’d ramble on about base- 
ball or the pool in my backyard — anything 
so I could keep on looking. 

Dad paused for a moment, tilting his 
head up to the long, thick-armed branch 
that crossed above him. He stood there for 
a moment and then reached up, tossing 
something in the air. 

It was a rope. 

He finished his smoke and flicked it 
toward the lake. I watched the ripples curl 
on the water. And then I froze. He was 
staring in my direction. The wind was 
blowing again, warm and thick. It felt like 
the afternoon — a July afternoon that had 
been hot and humid and filled with mos- 
quitoes the size of silver dollars. I laid my 
head down in the dirt. I felt the goldenrods 
swaying in the wind, brushing the top of 
my hair like Mom would some- 
times doin the morning when I fell 
asleep on the couch. I could feel 
the beetle, and I watched as it 
inched its way along my arm, leav- 
ing a sticky residue. But I didn’t 
move. I stayed planted on the ground as if 
I were a seed trying to break through the 
soil. I imagined myself becoming lost in 
the blackness of the dirt, becoming the dirt 
itself, feeling the roots and the rocks and 
everything pushing down on me as I be- 
came nothing. My heart raced and salty 
drops of sweat trickled across my face, 
collecting on my lips. I could hear my dad’s 
boots now, edging closer. Each step was 
eternally long. And they came from not 
only one direction, but from all sides. He 
was converging on me from everywhere. 

Dad came to the end of the clearing, a few 
feet from where I was, and stopped. I heard 
him cough. There was silence. And then he 
coughed again, but this time further away. I 
closed my eyes and uncurled my fingers, 
which had been digging into my palms. I 
pictured the belt buckle and that night in the 
kitchen. The images blurred together, blend- 
ing with other times and places — all of them 
fitting like puzzle pieces. 

And then I heard something else. I 
tensed again. At first it sounded like gig- 
gling — the way Renee would laugh when 
Tracy or Angie came over and they were 
chattering away about the boys on the 
varsity soccer team. But it wasn’t that. I 
lifted my head up slowly and there was my 
father standing on top of the stump. 

He was crying. 

Two years prior, I was staying the week- 


end with my grandparents in Tulsa. The 
day before I left Grandpa took me to the 
circus. We spent the whole day eating 
cotton candy, playing the ring games where 
you win goldfish, and right before we left 
we went back inside the big top. There was 
a crowd, and in the middle of it a brightly 
colored barrel. Standing on top was a 
clown. His face was painted orange and 
red. He was laughing and smiling, blowing 
balloons for all the kids. Everyone seemed 
happy: the kids, the parents, and the other 
circus workers. But I wasn’t. I felt sad. It 
was almost like I knew, even as a kid, that 
the man on that barrel was nothing more 
than what he was on the outside — bright 
colors — and that if you took that away, 
what everyone laughed at, he was nothing. 

As I sat there in the grass, watching 
Dad, I realized something. It was a single 
thought. It came slowly, nudging my ears 
and pressing my face. Even with all the 
shit, all the times he’d done things to me, 
he was still my father. Ihad come into this 
world because of him. And neither one us, 


for all the drinking and broken wrists, 
would ever be able to change the minor 
league baseball games, the shopping trips 
to Four Square Mall, the afternoons he 
bought me strawberry shakes at 
McDonald’s. These were the times when I 
knew we'dbe okay. I’d smile and laugh and 
think on my bike ride home from school 
that there was good even in the worst of 
bad — just like Mrs. Adkin’s said during 
esteem class. And then I’d think about 
Melissa Huffington, how she was the most 
beautiful girl in the world. I imagined 
bringing her home for dinner, introducing 
her to Renee, Mom, and even Dad, who’d 
smile and shake her hand. 

He cried atop that rotted old stump. 
And I stared, still silent, still oblivious to 
the beetle, the ants, to the rope that was 
noosed around his neck. All I saw was a 
clown. I wanted to get up, to run over and 
hug him. I wouldn’t care if he hided me, if 
he told me I was a stupid feeb like Mom or 
a fucking snoop who didn’t stay in his 
room. I wanted to tell him that the things 
he did were wrong, that they hurt us more 
than he could imagine. But J also wanted 
to say that Mr. Henderson at the barber- 
shop said we had the same eyes and that I 
now knew we always would. 

But instead of doing any of these things, 
I did nothing. I remained crouched in the 
grass, frozen to the ground as he took a 


step. Icouldn’t move. I tried, but nothing 
happened. He lowered his head. 

Snap. 

It sounded like Mom’s hand hitting the 
fridge. It sounded like nothing. I put my 
head down and tried not to listen, to pre- 
tend that everything was all right. The 
breeze touched my cheeks. I smelled char- 
coal and ash and other fiery things from 
campfires across the lake. And I could 
smell my dad: his cologne — the cheap 
imitation stuff Mom had bought for him 
last Christmas, his sweat, his hair, and 
that greasy odor beneath his fingernails 
from General Motors. I smelled all of these 
things, and then I looked up. 

He was floating in the air, swaying 
gently in the breeze. But he wasn’t my 
father anymore. The body I saw on the end 
of that rope was a 10-year old boy — short 
and skinny and with chiggers on his chin. 
He was someone !’d once known, but some- 
one that didn’t exist anymore. The boy 
opened his eyes. His pupils were black and 
glossy, and he stared back at me, pleading. 


The taste of blood swirled in my mouth. But I kept going, 
my heart slicing further into my chest with every step. 


“Dad?” I asked. The single word was all 
that came. I took a step forward and held 
my hands out. 

And that’s when something happened. 
He suddenly fell. He was gone. The rope 
had broken and it was Dad, not the boy, 
who was on the ground, choking and kick- 
ing and slamming his fists in the grass. A 
sound came from his throat — like some- 
one gargling water. My stomach churned, 
and I leaned over, spilling the warmth in 
my throat on the grass. Boots echoed from 
everywhere again, work boots, but they 
were distant now, fading. Images raced in 
my head and a voice, deep inside, spoke to 
me: work and fuck, that’s all you'll ever do, 
too. Terrified, I did the only thing I could. 
I turned around. Trees and shadows flew 
past me. The taste of blood swirled in my 
mouth. But I kept going, my heart slicing 
further into my chest with every step. 

I saw a light, somewhere far away. It 
came closer. 

Renee and Mom were still asleep when I 
got back. My breath pumped in little spurts, 
sweat streamed across my forehead. I fellon 
my sleeping bag. The world blurred — pine 
trees, rocks, shadows, everything. When I 
finally opened my eyes again, the fire had 
died. Only a few embers glowed beneath the 
logs. Iblinked at the sparks and then waited, 
listening for the sound of boots on the trail, 
for the smell of a half-finished Pall Mall. 
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Movie Review: “Waking Life” 


By Mitchell Byrd 


mall movies are something of a rarity these days with films 

like “Spider Man” and “Lord of the Rings” stealing the 
limelight. These movies, albeit entertaining, lack the creativity 
and guts that independent filmmakers seem to strive for. 

Now out on video and DVD, “Waking Life” is an animated 
film that focuses on the differences between our own waking 
states and dream states, successfully blurring the line between 
the two. Put together by the same people who made “Dazed and 
Confused,” this movie isn’t for everyone; it deals with many 
complex issues and ideas that require a little more thought than 
the latest Arnold flick or news reel. 

These ideas are not new; instead they are a compilation of many 
schools of thought — both western and eastern religion are consid- 
ered as well as the realms of science. This movie actually ties these 
concepts together very well and is also a tribute to these notions. 

Visually, “Waking Life” is different than any full-length 
animated feature currently on the market. Taking film footage 
through the computer, 27 artists rendered each cell to create an 
interesting, sometimes wild, floating world that is both dis- 
jointed yet also connected to the physical world (the DVD 
explains all this). By shooting the movie in this way, the film 
pushes the envelope to a whole new level of thought. Any artist 
should check it out. 

This is definitely not a movie to see under the influence 
unless you plan on seeing it again. It’s one to check out, if only 
to explore the possibilities that are available to us when we are 
both awake and asleep. * kk kx 


CD review: Seal « “Seal IV” 


By Scott Boardman 


ff he combination of 12  soulfully inspired 
lyrics put into infectious pop tracks mixed with funk, 
rhythm and blues and even a little big band is what makes up 
the new release of musician/vocalist Seal. 
The entire album, titled “Seal IV,” flows with amazing 
consistency promoting similar concepts of tolerance, compas- 
sion, fame pride Bae of co love. 


xemplifies his message of 


peace and al is able to 
convey suc g “What I see can 
make mes udge the color of your 
hair,” and “ together, keep it moving 
straight, tr the people can relate.” 


Two lo ake this album worth 
buying are ke Me Wait.” Both are 
the typical Seal again soars to 
new heigh entical to Ray 
Charles, y 


of its paper 
m. Another 
deterrent is t at some Jewel case collectors might see it as 
cheap. However, Seal redeems the paper case with the cover 
art, which must be felt rather than seen. 

This album is geared toward people who are really into lyrics 
and feeling the music. Seal does not release albums very often, 
but the impressive style of “Seal IV” makes it worth every 
minute of the wait. * * *& & + 


CD Review: John Mayer : “Heavier Things” 


By Julie Guevara 


N othing’s better than being young and attractive, smart and 
articulate and having your third album out in stores. 
Maybe there is, but that might be as good as it gets for most. Add 
some passion to the mix, a splash of deep lyrics and soft vocals 
with a lot of power behind the notes, and you have John Mayer’s 
new album, “Heavier Things.” According to “Figure 2” in the 
sleeve of the a a¢ a collaboration 
full of “sarca sive, love lost, 
guitar solo, b. , ironic, sunny, 
rainy defiant ype songs. 


Mayer ini 1999, indepen- 
dent of Colum s” and “Heavier 
Things.” 

His sopho as heart-felt as 
“Room For Sq ing” and “Your 
Body Is A Wo ne “One pair of 


candy lips a eavier Things” 
features his ] .” Any student 
can definitely sérea: 2 h damn more/ 
Cause I’m bigger “iene my odie gives me credit for.” That is, any 
student that feels slightly inadequate in their quest to get that 
degree and succeed. 

So if you're feeling a little pensive, need a little inspiration 
with a feel-good vibe to get through your day or aromantic ballad 
to share with someone special, pick up Mayer’s “Heavier Things.” 
It’s more upbeat than his last album and won’t make you cry as 
much, * * & ok 


Movie review: “American Splendor” 


By Paul DeCarlo 


Hz Pekar tells it like it is. No frills, no additives, no 
sweetener. Just the everyday monotony we all experience 
on a dull and constant basis. “American Splendor” is an ode to 
losers everywhere and wins with the less-than-stellar story of 
comic book writer Pekar (Paul Giamatti) and his wife Joyce 
Brabner (Hope Davis). 

As a file clerk for the coroner’s office in a Cleveland hospital, 
Pekar spawns the idea of a comic strip starring himself and his 
grim existence. With help from his socially established friend 
and fellow comic Bob Crumb, creator of underground classics 
“Felix the Cat” and “Mr. Natural,” Pekar draws stick figure 
strips that Crumb illustrates into a highly successful yet 
sensationless hit. But unlike constant Hollywood themes of 
rags-to-riches stardom or perseverance paying off, Pekar re- 
mains a nobody and keeps his file clerk gig despite wide acclaim 
and notoriety. 

Brabner adds a much needed love element into Pekar’s bitter 
world, and tests his eccentricity on numerous occasions through- 
out the film. Their match made in purgatory is a refreshing 
example of true and believable romantic experiences. 

This independent film factors in all of the real-life drama 
that is often left out of big-budget blockbusters. Quirky people 
and their personalities flourish, offering a hilarious look into the 
world of blue collar America. Amid depression, anxiety, stress 
and a life-threatening illness, “American Splendor” is as bright 
and funny as it is drab and gloomy. * k * kx 
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Dean Vescera 


he countdown is on: “The Matrix Revolutions” hits theaters 

next month. Ifyou’re like many others who can’t wait to step 
inside the matrix, your local bookstore will have something that 
just might let you continue the thrill of Neo’s adventures. 

Dean Vescera is co-author of “The One: A Heroic Journey of 
Inspiration That Shatters Limitations By Awakening Your Unlim- 
ited Potential,” due out the same day as the movie. “The One’ is 
Vescera and co-author A.J. Yager’s self-improvement book, which 
uses The Matrix movies as a tool to discover the power within. 

It was not too long ago that Vescera himself could have used 
a self-help book to improve his academic standings at Cal State 
Long Beach. After his sophomore year, he decided to drop out 
before he got kicked out for his low grade point average and 
failure to attend class. “I left with depression and came back 
with fire and passion,” Vescera explains. 

Things were starting to look up, and they only got better 
when Vescera met Yager through a mutual friend at a party. 

“Yager is one of those people with a big life, and [he is] a long 
learner,” Vescera says. They went to a publishing workshop 
where their idea of writing a book started to become a reality. 

“That one day it just clicked,” he says. They started to come 
up with ideas for what is now “The One.”“The One’ helps people 
to see the deeper insides of the movie and its text,” Vescera says. 
“My goal is to help others find themselves, reach their potential 
and to achieve life-long goals.” 

The book does this by examining Neo’s journey through the 
matrix and apply what he did in the movie to the average person. 
In “The One,” Vescera and Yager foster the idea of being able to 
step outside the matrix, which he compares to society’s views, and 
making life better for oneself. “The Matrix society is creating your 
reality. Why don’t you create your own reality?” Vescera says. 

The authors of the novel have a lot to look forward to in the 
upcoming months. A promotional piece for their book will be 
released in several movie theaters before the previews begin. 
For more information regarding the book, check out http:// 
www.theonematrixbook.com. 


By Julie Guevara 


Arlene Ferguson 


he movie “The Fast and the Furious” featured souped up 

Hondas, drag races, police action and tough chicks in 
barely-there attire. Whatever happened to the class of the past 
and the tradition behind having a nice set of wheels? Arlene 
Ferguson takes the trend back to where it all began. 

Ferguson owns a 1965 Chevy Nova. The beige classic is quite 
the head turner and is well worth the trouble that Ferguson has 
had with the car. 

“Sometimes it won’t start in the morning,” admits Ferguson. 
“They're hard to fix and find parts for.” The attention the car gets 
outweighs the diffficult attributes of owning an antique, she 
says. “It also gives you the feeling of saving a car and taking care 
of it like no one else would.” 

Ferguson is very knowledgable when it comes to the car’s 
parts and ability. “It’s unexpected from a girl to know all those 
things,” she says. Her Nova has a straight-six, 230 cubic inch 
engine with a single-barrel carburator. The carburator has 
caused a lot of problems because it only has one barrel, as 
opposed to other cars which have more. 

“T like old, antique classics cars because they have a lot more 
character,” explains Ferguson, who regularly attends car shows. 
Ruby’s in Redondo Beach is host to one of her favorite car shows, 
and she also attends shows in Pomona during the summer. 

“T like to get ideas of what I can do to my car and compare it 
to other cars,” she says. “It’s a way to meet people who share my 
same interest.” 

Unfortunately, her cruising days have been put on hold due 
to an accident in August. The car, which was a $3500 investment 
along with all the extra money she put into it, is now going to cost 
over $3000 to repair. The Nova literally says “no va,” which, 
translated to English, means it doesn’t run. 

Soon, Ferguson’s attention-grabber will once again grace 
the streets with its sleekness and class. The car won’t be the 
only thing getting attention. Ferguson’s beautiful smile will 
shine brighter when she’s back on the road with her antique 
baby. 
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